sive hotel in Chicago, installed in a very luxurious suite
at a price which made our bank roll look extraordinarily
silly.
For the rest, the exhibition was fun. No one thought
of walking. We were trundled about in some vehicle
between a perambulator and a bath-chair by college
students who earned their fees in that and many other
strange fashions during the holiday season. I cannot at
the present moment remember a single thing in that fair
except the scenic railways, for which my wife had a special
weakness and before most of which we stopped and risked
our lives at a quarter a time.
On the second morning of our stay in Chicago, I
broke a solemn promise to myself. I took the manuscript
of a novel that was being produced that day in England
into the office of a publisher, as I thought, of repute.
My card was taken to the head of the firm and he welcomed
me effusively. I told him that although I knew that there
was no copyright in novels, it had been suggested that the
better class American publishers preferred to have their
manuscript direct from the author and to pay a small fee
rather than wait until the book was produced and com-
mit an act of piracy. My host seemed very hurt at my
suggestion. He assured me that they never touched that
class of business. Any book published in England which
they thought would appeal to the American public,
they were always ready to pay a reasonable sum for
and produce, notwithstanding the copyright bill I told
him I was only in Chicago for three more days and the
manuscript was not a short one, but he laughed that to
scorn. He took the manuscript from underneath my
arm, placed it in a roll-top desk which he carefully locked,
and took me out into a neighbouring bar, where I drank
my first cocktail. The cocktail was good.
On the third day, when I was to lunch with the pub-
lisher and receive his report on the manuscript and, I
hoped, a cheque, I called at the appointed time but there
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